78                 TURKEY IN TRAVAIL
The main work at the Embassy was to avoid being
definitely involved with any of the innumerable suitors
who sought our help.
Thus in inaction time passed, while the problems at
hand remained unsolved, while new complications
appeared and definite dangers began to raise their heads.
The golden opportunity to make a sound adjustment
had passed.
I found the city of Constantinople little changed since
1916, except that the Allies had replaced the Germans
and that the population had without effort transferred
its allegiance from the one to the other. I looked in
at the old prison. Jemal Bey was gone, but the officials
and sentries were as courteous as before. Mazlum Bey
was shut away somewhere, but I dared not see him, for
I must have struck him. Even here in the centre, there
was decay. The War Office door hung on a broken
hinge, and the great courtyard was rank with weeds,
as if no troops had ever drilled on it.
As I wandered about the city I searched for the stout
old Turk I had learned to know in Anatolia. He was
not there. Gradually I realized that in Constantinople
there were no Turks, for they were all Levantines, and
that herein lay the basic and fundamental problem of
Turkey. Away in Anatolia were 7,000,000 ignorant
Turkish peasants. They were hardy, honest and steady,
but should anyone of them be taken and educated, he
instinctively absorbed that which was superficial and he
became a Levantine.
Though of stout material, the Turkish peasant cannot
be built on, and thus his ruling class is always Levantine.